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Summary:
Andrew has had troubles with bedwetting since the murders and the cannibalism and the running from the law. His last resort to save his bedding is by using diapers-- and when Ashley discovers this she takes full advantage of Andrew's growing mommy issues.

Work Text:
Andrew Graves had always been one to suffer from nightmares. Ever since childhood he knew that nearly every night would be plagued with the visions of ghosts and demons and the blue-ish corpse of a suffocated girl he once knew.. Something about the night time made it worse. With nothing for him to focus on, the intrusive thoughts plagued him until he fell into restless nightmares.
For the longest time he knew that the only respite for him came in the form of having someone to share a bed with him. Always Ashley. With her in the bed he could manage to snag a few peaceful hours of rest- the only reason he even entertained the idea of sleeping in the same bed as his sister into adulthood. Maybe it was selfish but he couldn't go his whole life without sleep, he justified to himself.
But over the past few months things were getting worse and worse. (One could only wonder why!)
Now instead of the usual cast of visions to plague him, Andrew saw demons, blood and dismembered bodies of cultists and his own mother and father.. Each night began to feel like his own personal hell. Though he tossed and turned, even cried out in his sleep from time to time, he couldn't shake himself out of his night terrors. And worse yet, he had developed a certain problem which meant he could no longer share a bed.

Ashley saw her brother sneaking around suspiciously. She was very keenly aware of the fact he no longer asked to share a bed. She poked and prodded at him, but he never caved. And Ashley couldn't stand him keeping *any* secrets.
Her first thought of course was that he was seeing someone. Perhaps he was sneaking around making calls and texts to some hussie, or worse even sneaking them into their shared place. Suddenly Andrew didn't want her in his room at all. This did little to stop her, though. And with some effort she discovered he didn't appear to be talking to someone. (At least not someone who could be found whilst digging through his phone..and Ashley was very good at digging).
Perhaps, she thought, he was watching porn. Not MUCH of a better alternative,but still better than actually getting his dick wet with some disgusting whore.
Still no matter how much she annoyed him, he wouldn't give her answers. It was beginning to drive her insane.
So she of course took it up on herself to find out. (Privacy is not something afforded to you when you live with Ashley Graves).

The whole day had gone by normally. Nothing out of the ordinary.Ashley ate chips and watched TV. Andrew jumped and got tense every time he heard police sirens even a mile away. Ashley lounged around in her pajamas.Andrew paced the house checking the locked doors and windows as if they had ever been unlocked before. The usual. As the night began to take over, Andrew, withdrawn as ever, announced that he was going to bed.

"Bed already?" Ashley added, laying across the entire couch.

"Yeah. I can't sleep most of the time so I gotta start trying as early as I can I guess"

"You used to want me to help you sleep. Am I not good enough for that anymore?"

"Huh? No. I just .. don't want company."

"Boo" Ashley sulked, shoving some popcorn in her mouth and indicating that the conversation had ended.
Andrew was no stranger to her oddly clingy ways. He had to admit that he was bad about it too, maybe worse in some aspects. So he let it slide... Similar to how he let *everything* that she did slide... But there's not enough time to unpack that now.

Ashley allowed a few minutes to pass after Andrew shut the door to his bedroom before tiptoing her way over to his door. She moved stealthily, with all the agility of a girl raised in a home that taught her to be neither seen OR heard. On carpet she was essentially completely silent,not even a floorboard creak under her.
She held her breath and listened.
Silence.. suspicious silence ..
Some more time passed before it sounded like Andrew started to move around in his bedroom.
It truly is funny how siblings can seem to sense each other's presence even when nothing gives them away. Like a 6th sense only for knowing where your sister or brother is at in the house at any given time.
She could hear his knees hit the floor softly and the sound of some rummaging presumably under his bed.
Then the sound of his belt clinking, his pants hitting the floor, and a a soft crinkling sound.
Good GOD! Her big brother was looking at porno magazines?? What a disgusting pervert!
Without a second's hesitation she turned the doorknob and entered the room announcing:
"Andrew! Are you SERIOUSLY jerking off to-"
Her sentence was cut short when she saw what was directly in front of her.

There was Andrew. Face beet red, hands clinging to his oversized sweater, yanking down to cover his crotch where Ashley could clearly see a poofy white diaper. She froze. That wasn't at all what she expected. Ashley's eyes locked onto the padding between her brothers legs, and Andrews eyes stared unblinking at the floor like a deer in headlights.

"I! I can explain!" Andrew started.

"I just.. woah that's not what I expected.. diapers, Andrew?.. I thought I was the one with mommy issues."

"Ashley, no! I just!! Ugh! For the past few months I've been wetting the bed at night when I get my night terrors. That's why I haven't wanted to share a bed. I got fucking sick and tired of washing my bedsheets every single morning.. this was the only thing that helped."

"Riiiiight" Ashley teased.

"I'm not fucking lying to you right now!"

"So this all just happened to crop up right when Mom and dad died, huh? You could've just told me that you were missing your mommy, Andrew"

"Shut your fucking mouth" he growled.

"I've seen this sort of thing before- you grow up with mommy and daddy issues and then suddenly you get all hot and bothered when something makes you feel small again. Is that right? You can tell me, Andy"

"Fuck off! You know that's not what this is! I just needed to wear something so I don't ruin my fucking mattress you pervert!"

"Oh I'm the pervert now? Says the one wearing adult sized pampers. Real rich.."

There was no winning with her. No matter what he said, he couldn't make this look good. Him being so secretive only made him look like some sort of sexual deviant.

She giggled a little but upon seeing Andrew's disappointment, Ashley sat down and asked with genuine curiosity in her voice-
"So what's it feel like?"

"Huh?"

"The diapers. What do they feel like?"

"Uh.. umm.. comfortable I guess. Kinda bulky.. but otherwise they're easy to get used to.."

"You know I wouldn't judge you. We've all got our kinks.."
Andrew continued to blush,not gratifying her with a response, so she continued
"So do you jerk off in them..?"

"Why are we even talking about this, Ashley?!"

"Well! I don't think it's weird, I don't want you to feel weird about it! Excuse ME for trying to be supportive, ass wipe!"

He rolled his eyes.
"I don't jerk off in them. I just.. ugh.. I really just use them so I can sleep."

Ashley nodded, listening.
"Your night terrors really have gotten a lot worse then huh.. I'm sorry to hear that."

"It's whatever" he brooded,now making no effort to cover himself.
Ashley couldn't help but think he looked kinda cute like this.. his soft skin, his large sweater barely hanging over a white diaper, his blush across his cheeks, and especially the terror behind his eyes.

"Well.. you know I want to help you. Kink or not, you still deserve to be able to sleep. It's just us here and I won't judge you for wearing them. It can be our secret."

"So what's in it for you?" He groaned. Not buying that she could be a genuinely nice person for free.

"Let me sleep with you again. I miss it." Ashley answered.
That sounded easy enough.. especially if she might help with the night terrors and with the diapers neither of them would have to wake up to a soaked bed.
"Okay. deal."

She gleefully crawled into his bed in her usual spot up against the wall. With a moments hesitation he followed suit. The diaper crinkled awkwardly as he did, but he tried to avoid eye contact to save himself the embarrassment.
Ashley's hand unashamedly found the front of the padding and Andrew's soul nearly ejected from his body before grabbing her wrist and moving it away.
"What are you DOING?!" He demanded

"I just wanted to feel, GOD, sorry!"

"Feel fucking WHAT?! My dick?!"

"No! You know what I mean, stupid!"

Andrew remained tense.
"I don't know about this. Maybe I really should sleep alone"

But Ashley sat up and looked down at her brother below her and shushed him gently,moving her fingers through his hair.
"Quiet now, Andy. You stay with Mama."

All the blood in his body ran cold. He froze, muttering
"..What?"

"I said Stay with Mommy, Andy."

Some voice inside triggered him like he needed to run, but his body couldn't move. He was paralyzed, his mind racing a thousand miles a minute. This was wrong. This was so fucking wrong. So why was there this growing feeling in his gut that kept feeling like it was pulling him in. It felt like wading in a waist deep pool of water, every step struggling against a current that wants to sweep you away. His brain went to fast that it was silent. Before he knew it, he couldn't hold on to any thought at all. He could only look up at his sister with big frightened eyes- the eyes of a child who had needed his mommy for a long, long time.
Ashley spoke again to the frightened child hidden just beneath her brother's skin.

"Shhh.. See? Mama has you now"

She seemed to understand something that he didn't. She could see right through him to his deepest needs and yank them to the forefront without his knowledge or consent.
Still it felt like this sensation grew only stronger and stronger. Andrew had long checked out- he was a very little boy in big kids clothing now. He could barely start to form words for himself.
That's when the waterworks started.
All of the sudden there were tears streaming down his face and he wailed like a toddler dropped off at daycare.

"Ma! Ma! Ma! Mamamamamama!!!" He whined between his pitiful sobs. The rush of pure release taking him over so hard that he almost felt dizzy.

"M-mommy! Mommy!! Please! Please! Pleasepleasepleasepleaseplease!"
His breathing grew incredibly frantic, and he started to thrash around urgently,crying and whimpering.

"Shh! Shhhh! Mommy's got you, Andy, drop and be little for your mommy now."

Still his sobs grew stronger. No doubt he had a lot of repressed emotions that were finally fizzling up to the surface in his altered state. For just a moment in time he was small, still innocent, and his mother was still alive holding him. It was all real to him now, even if his deepest subconscious knew it wasn't right. Once he was finally able to start releasing his emotions it all came out at once. He was pulled deep into the current and swept away beneath the surface where this moment was all he knew.

To Ashley,of course, she could only see her sobbing baby. Any weirdness that arose at first was replaced with maternal instinct. Most of the time he was her big brother, but now in this moment she could be in charge. A satisfying sort of role reversal where she was his entire world for once, and the idea of it intoxicated her.

She was really his mommy now. And she knew how to hammer it home to him.

She slid down her shirt and bra, easily exposing her tits to her brother lying beneath her.
His eyes widened and his blush somehow deepened.

"Come here, Andy, come to mommy's breast now. You're hungry."

Andrew squirmed around, kicking softly as an infant might do and wailing louder than before.

"Ah, ah" she cooed, taking her hand and resting it behind his head, drawing her fingers into his soft hair and guiding his mouth to her nipple. It felt instinctive, in a way, as strange was it was. Her body seemed to know what to do more than she did. And Andrew gave small hungry whimpers before taking her nipple and beginning to suckle.

The world froze around them as it might for a real mother and child. As though their bodies could become one in this moment.
Ashley let out a relieved sigh. She couldn't deny how it felt. Sure, she didn't really have milk, but Andrew was way too far gone to notice. She argued to herself that it was okay if he wasn't in his right mind- that they had specific circumstances, that he needed this and so did she. It was ok for them to do this, and no one ever had to know.
She cooed to him as he nursed, making his little content, eager sounds.

She moaned at the sight of him sucking on her breast like this, his hot tongue running over her. It felt so good that she could feel herself growing wetter by the moment. Every time it seemed Andrew might be coming around to his senses, starting to be able to think more clearly, she would lean into his ear and shush him again and he'd be just as lost as before. She briefly thought she wouldn't mind keeping him mindless and little forever. She could always be in control. He would rely on her for everything, and she could be his entire world. Besides, he would like it, right? He certainly wasn't protesting now.
Fuck.. to be his everything .. that was everything she wanted.. to *own* him. How could she not have seen it before! Killing their mother only made sense- now she could fill every feminine shaped void in his life. She could rewrite herself into his infancy. That's all she ever truly wanted.
Her hand found its way into her pants. She was dripping wet by now, her brother continuing to mindlessly suck while she rubbed her clit. He was so out of it that he remained blissfully unaware, like a drunk so gone they couldn't remember their own name, Andrew was beyond reaching.

She moaned his name as she touched herself, petting his face with her free hand.
"Andyyy.. good job baby boy... nurse from your mommy now. That's it, don't you stop.. you're sooo sooo hungry, Andy, ahhhhh.. you *need* your mommy. You fucking *need* me. That's right, don't stop, don't you fucking stop.."

Her stream of consciousness only brought her closer to orgasm. Eagerly she reached down and rubbed his dick through the soft padding of his diaper. He was still dry, but no doubt the adrenaline rush and the cocktail of feel-good chemicals coursing through his veins made him hard beneath her hand. She could feel, for the first time, the outline of his dick. It took her over the edge, gasping and whining as she came.
"Yes! Yes! Thats it Andy!! Please! For Mommy! I-i'm gonna fucking cum"
She arched her back, pressing the nipple in further as he nursed indiscriminately. The hard throbbing between her legs seemed to last forever. Never in her life had she cum so hard. God- what did he *do* to her?
She collapsed, panting in her afterglow. The soft sounds of his suckling keeping her present.
She drew him into a cuddle, guiding him to lay beside her but allowing him to stay at her breast nonetheless.

For the next couple minutes as she came down from her orgasm, he started to come up from his regression. Each time his body tensed with the realization of what he had just done, Ashley pulled him closer, combing his hair between her fingers.
It was a long while before Andrew was able to speak again, his mind still returning to him in stages.

"We're really fucked up, aren't we, Ashley.." he said with a straight face, nearly monotone voice of admittance.

"It's okay. No one's gonna know so don't worry. I needed it too." She assured him. He only nodded, having to accept her answer or else face that he was perhaps the most disgusting pervert that ever lived.

"Will you.. still stay tonight?" He asked, his voice small and shaky.

"Of course." She replied.

He nodded again, able to breathe a sigh of relief. For tonight this was between them and everything was okay in their little fantasy world. No running from the law, no murders, no sick perverted incest cannibalism bullshit in this moment.. in this moment they were just a normal mother and son. They could compartmentalize it all in the morning.

"Okay... Goodnight Mama." Andrew whispered as he snuggled up into her arms.

"Goodnight to you too, Andy"

And the two managed to sleep their first peaceful sleep in months.